CHAPTER 156 


September 25, 2011 


“Hello ma’am; my name’s Justin Tylor and this is Maya. We have a speech lesson 
scheduled here; could you possibly point us to where our class would be?” 


Justin and Maya had made their way to a small facility on the outskirts of town. It 
was almost isolated from the rest of the town, but alas, that was probably for the 
best all things considered. Still, the two had a lesson scheduled here for this 
morning, so here they were; trying to navigate their way to whatever room it was 
they would be sitting in for the next few hours being lectured by some guy on how 
to do sign-language. Maya was very clearly nervous about all this; why Justin just 
couldn’t understand. Was she worried about what people would think about here, in 
a place where they taught people like her to deal with her problems on a regular 
basis? Because if so, that was kinda stupid to be shaking in her boots about. If it 
was that she was worried about actually learning how to speak in sign-lanugage... 
Well... They’d get through it together. Justin was sure she’d get through it just fine. 
If he could do it, she could too. The lady smiled warmly at the two before looking 
around the corner of a hallway off to her side, as if checking to make sure she knew 
where the room was before giving the two instructions. 


“Brail courses are in the hallway to your left, twelve paces and the first door on your 
right.” She pointed out kindly, though also completely ironically. Justin’s eyes 
widened with surprised confusion for a moment, only darting towards the cane in 
his hand after a brief moment. Of course one wouldn’t really Know Maya was mute 
unless she went to speak, so from appearances alone it looked like Justin was just a 
blind kid who needed to read stuff with the tip of his cane. Well, she was half right 
he supposed; but he had no intent on learning brail anytime soon. He shook his 
head and hands, trying to cut her off before she continued giving them directions 
that were contrary to their actual purpose here. 


“Oh no, no. | just have a bad left eye; | use the cane to help me with depth 
perception.” Justin tried to explain to her, rubbing the back of his neck with slight 
embarrassment. The recipient seemed kind of embarrassed too, though she was at 
least laughing it off as a simple mistake she had made at the very least. “We’re 
actually here to learn sign-language.” He clarified more, gesturing towards Maya 
with a slight nod of his head. She smiled and waved timidly, cheeks red with 
embarrassment as he brought attention to her and her disability. She didn’t want 
people knowing this stuff; even the people that were supposed to help her. Even if it 
was incredibly obvious to anyone who so much as talked to her. 


“Oh | see! You'll have to forgive me for jumping to conclusions. It’ll be your first 
door in the hallway to your right.” She corrected her directions. Justin smile and 


nodded before giving Maya a light prod towards their destination, partially because 
she hadn’t budged at all when Justin tried to take his leave towards the classroom. 
She was REALLY reluctant about this for some inexplicable reason. Maya sighed a 
bit before slowly trodding in the direction of the classroom and whoever it was that 
would be teaching her how to speak with her hands for the rest of her life. It wasn’t 
necessarily that she was afraid or anything... but going to this class, it was like 
accepting she’d never be able to speak again. She just wasn’t ready for that, even if 
she knew it was true, even if she knew this was the only way she’d be able to 
communicate again. Justin could tell she was hesitant of course, placing his hand 
along the length of her shoulder as the two walked to the classroom, trying to 
reassure her that it would all turn out for the better. 


“Hey cheer up. You'll do great, | promise.” Justin smiled at her. Maya smiled slightly 
at the remark, pleased by Justin’s confidence in here; even if she wasn’t all that 
confident in herself. T'was nice to see someone cared about the stress she was 
under anyway. It wasn’t long before the two found their way to the classroom, Maya 
cautiously pushing the door open and peaking through the crack, secretly hoping he 
wasn’t there. He was though, and even though she had tried to back away and 
pretend he wasn’t, Justin had seen and pushed her through the now open crack of 
the door, the motion of which immediately caught the teacher’s attention. Maya 
was going to have to remind herself to slap Justin later for making her life a living 
hell. The middle aged man inside smiled at her, making a slight gesture of his arm 
to invite her in. Maya was a bit embarrassed, but she waved back all the same 
before slowly walking to one of the few seats in the class. Given that there were 
only a couple more chairs than people, she got the feeling this was a private lesson: 
Which could be either really good or really awful. She didn’t want to be ridiculed if 
she did it wrong. Justin followed her lead soon afterwards, tapping his cane as he 
walked in, much to the teacher’s apparent surprise. Seemed he had thought Justin 
was blind too, which begged the question what he was doing in a sign-language 
class. 


“Hi, you must be Justin and Maya?” The teacher questioned, trying not to stare at 
Justin’s cane. It made little sense for him to take a class like this if he was blind. 
Though to be fair, it was also quite possible that he just had a bad leg. Seemed like 
he moved just fine without the cane though, and he clearly had some issues with 
depth perception though, so he was going to just assume it was the blind thing. 
Still, given the movement of his pupil, you could tell he seemed to have at the very 
least some sense of vision. Justin nodded a bit as he approached the teacher, 
extending his hand for a handshake. And for the first time in forever, someone 
actually shook his hand back. It was like a fucking Christmas miracle. 


“That would be us.” Justin remarked, shaking the teacher’s hand firmly as Maya 
took a seat in one of the few chairs available. She didn’t exactly know how to 
introduce herself now that she couldn’t speak, so she figured the best alternative 
was to just skip that step altogether. “You must be Mr. Kaito.” 


“Indeed | am.” The middle aged man chuckled, waving his arms to invite Justin to 
follow Maya’s lead and take a seat. Justin shrugged a bit, a little surprised that they 
were jumping right into things, though not really all that disappointed in it. The 
more they learned in their few precious hours with the instructor at a time, the 
better of Maya was going to be in the long run. Justin slowly pulled out the chair 
before taking his seat, followed by Mr. Kaito doing the same, folding his hands as he 
stared at the two from across the table that now separated them. His eyes slowly 
made their way to Maya, whom he was already aware was the mute one here; he 
figured it would be best to address her directly. “Hello Maya-chan; it’s a pleasure to 
meet you.” Maya nodded timidly in response, as though to return the pleasantry, 
but not really knowing how. “Your brother’s told me a lot about your circumstances; 
don’t worry, you'll know sign-language before you even know it.” He reassured her. 


Maya’s eyes widened a bit with surprise before dating her eyes over towards Justin, 
shocked he had already told the instructor about all of this. Maybe it was that she 
didn’t actually want the specifics of her condition to be known to people, maybe it 
was just because Justin was already blabbering about her problems to what was 
essentially a complete stranger; but she was actually kind of pissed off at him. 
She'd kick him right now if they weren’t in the middle of something important. Justin 
just smiled at her though, that reassuring warm grin, notifying her that he was there 
for her; even if she really didn’t like it. She sighed before turning her attention back 
to the teacher, though he had since turned his attention to Justin to talk to him on 
the matter. 


“Do you or your sister know any sign-language?” He asked, hoping to get a good 
idea of where to start their little session. Justin shook his head after a brief moment. 


“Nothing but your everyday stuff. You know, nodding, waving; that kind of stuff.” 
Justin shrugged. He wasn’t sure if that really counted as sign-language, but that 
probably didn’t matter in the long run. Mr. Kaito wasn’t going to re-teach them the 
sign-language equivalent of something they both understood very well. The 
instructor nodded for a moment, adjusting his seat so that he could face both of the 
teenagers at once. 


“Alright, perfect; we can skip your basic greetings then...” The instructor spoke to 
himself as he straightened his back out a bit, adjusting himself in his seat. Justin 
had been doing some preparations of his own, digging into his pocket to find a pen 
to write in the notepad he had brought with him. They didn’t have a textbook for 
the material, and Justin doubted he and Maya would remember all this stuff just 
watching the instructor act it out; so this would have to suffice as far as study 
materials went. “Well why don’t we start with some basics...” 


“See, you’re getting the hang of it!” 


The trio had been at it for a good couple of hours now, and were surprisingly 
making some pretty significant progress. It wasn’t necessarily that they had been 
learning a lot of phrases, but what they had learned they had down pat. It had 
gotten to a point where Justin had stopped taking notes; turned out he really didn’t 
need them. He’d have to remind himself to thank his doctors for finding such a 
fantastic teacher. Or at least he would if this wasn’t so damn expensive. | mean, it 
was all for a good cause, and the guy did his job well, so he couldn’t complain too 
much; but damn his wallet was hurting right about now. Still, Maya seemed to have 
loosened up quite a bit since they started; hell she was actually laughing a bit as 
she slowly started to get the hang of it, almost thrilled by how easily she was 
grasping the concepts. Maybe there was still hope for her and this sign-language 
crap. 


‘Thanks.’ She motioned with her hand to the instructor, giddy with excitement over 
how well she was able to communicate now, where before she had to scribble in a 
note pad. Perhaps it was just the fact that she was getting a hang of something 
new; who knows. Whatever it was, she was happy; and that by extension made 
Justin happy. This might have cost him damn near every cent he owned, but in the 
end, he’d say it was worth it. 


“Alright then, let’s try something else: needs. Hungry, tired, bathroom; the works.” 
The instructor spoke, moving the topic away from their previous area of basic 
questions: how, why, what, who, when. Kind of useless on its own, but he did teach 
her a couple of words that would be useful to combine with those conjunctions. And 
of course, it’s not like Justin couldn’t pick up on contextual clues when she used 
those words when he was translating on her behalf. Maya nodded with confirmation 
before slowly adjusting his seat. “Let’s start with hungry. Hold your hand like this, 
so you’re making a C shape; like holding a cup.” Maya slowly extended her arm to 
mirror her teacher, eyes darting back and forth between her hand and the teacher’s 
to make sure she was doing it right. “Alright perfect; then all you need to do is pull 
it down, like this.” The instructor demonstrated, making a southbound shake with 
his hand. 


Maya nodded before trying it out herself, shaking her hand in the same motion as 
the instructor. The only difference though was that there was a very slight tilt in the 
way she made the gesture; something that would seem trivial to the naked eye, but 
really made all the difference in sign-language. The teacher looked as though he 
wasn’t sure whether he should laugh or be mortified. Still, he was very quick on the 
draw with his arm, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her hand away from the 
gesture she was making. 


“Ah, ah... Not quite; you’ve got to do it straight down.” The teacher advised. Maya 
and Justin both stared at him with curiosity, confused by why that would even 
matter. Sure, there were only so many gestures you could make with your hand, so 
it would be understandable that MIGHT mean something else; but even then, it was 


pretty clear what Maya had meant by that. It was pretty clear what she WOULD 
mean by that, pretty much all the time. And that was without even knowing what 
she had accidently gestured off instead. 


“| don’t really see the problem...” Justin remarked, eyebrow raised with curiosity at 
the teacher who had so quickly darted his hand out to stop Maya from doing 
whatever it was she was doing. The teacher blushed for a moment, face red as he 
leaned back in his chair, pressing his fingers together as he tried to think of the best 
way to put it. He opened his mouth for a moment to say something, though he had 
to pause and rethink what he was going to say. 


“Well... Sign-language is a really subtle language; the slightest differentiation in 
angle or motion can change the entire meaning of a word... Maya-chan for example, 
uh... Changed hungry into hungry for sex.” Maya looked as if she was trying to doa 
spit-take but didn’t actually have something in her mouth to do it with. She was 
holding her wrist in the palm of her other hand though, pulling it back as if afraid of 
what else she might have done by accident. She had never been more mortified in 
her life, and it certainly showed. Justin just seemed dumbfounded, not necessarily 
because of what Maya did, but because it was such an easy mistake to make. 


“The hell!? Why would they make those two so similar to each other!?” Justin 
remarked with embarrassment for Maya. He could only imagine how she was feeling 
right now saying that kind of thing. She was rather conservative when it came to 
matters of... well... that. She would never say something like that of her own 
freewill in a million years; accidentally wasn’t much of an improvement from that. 
The teacher shrugged a bit, not all that offended by Justin’s crass language. He 
could understand the frustration behind that. He’d be lying if he said he hadn’t had 
that happen to him before in his teaching career. And it was always this 
embarrassing for everyone involved. 


“I’m not too sure myself. | certainly wouldn’t have made that decision.” The teacher 
mused to himself for a moment before shrugging it off. “Don’t worry too much 
about it, let’s try again.” The teacher turned back to Maya, encouraging her to keep 
going. She was a little reluctant to try again after that, though the teacher did grab 
her by the wrist, forcefully, but also gently extending her arm to the position, 
manually walking her through the gestures. “Alright, cup your hand again. Good, 
and then... straight down.” The teacher slowly lowered her hand, making the 
gesture on her behalf so that she got it right this time. “Just like that. Now you try.” 


Maya sighed before putting her hand back in position, then thrusting her hand 
down... Unfortunatly at an angle again. Seemed she just couldn’t get it to go 
straight down for some reason. The teacher rubbed at his forehead, staring at her 
hand again. It was like she just had a natural inclination to angle her hand when she 
moved it up and down; which was going to be very problematic. 


“Yes... well... You'll get it eventually.” The teacher rubbed at the back of his neck. 
Seemed this was going to take a lot more work than he thought. It might have been 
alright if it were any OTHER gesture she was making, but it wasn’t. It was incredibly 
vulgar, and easily mixed up with a common phrase in sign-language. She needed to 
make sure she differentiated otherwise she could get in a lot of trouble with the 
people around her. 


“And you said you didn’t know how to ask this guy out.” Justin chuckled a bit, trying 
to find at least SOME humor in this awkward moment. Of course, he should have 
known by now that Maya was not a fan of that kind of humor; in fact she hated it. 
How much did she hate it? She decided to punch Justin straight in the balls where 
he sat, sending him keeling over to the floor, clutching his crotch in pain as he tried 
to muffle screams of pain. She was going to have to remind herself to wash her 
hands after that. Maya soon crossed her arms and turned her head away from the 
now writing Justin, pouting with disgust at his rather vulgar taste in humor. And all 
the while the teacher just watched, not really lifting a finger to help Justin, because 
honestly, he kind of deserved it. 


“Huh; starting to see where the cane comes from.” 


